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no one would have paid any attention to it.
The cowardice of the people of Marseilles
was necessary to warn us of it. I think I
have told you my theory on cholera. One
dies of it only when one wishes to die, and
it is so well bred that it never calls on you
without sending its visiting card in advance,
as the Chinese do.

At Biarritz, we had a visit from the King
and Queen of Portugal. The King is a very
timid German student. The Queen is charm-
ing. She resembles the Princess Clotilde,
but is more beautiful. She is a revised
edition. Her complexion is of a white and
of'a rose, rare, even in England. It is true
that her hair is red, but it is a very dark red.
She is amiable and polite. There were, in
their train, a certain number of male and
female caricatures, apparently picked up in
a second-hand shop. The Minister of Por-
tugal recited a tirade about me to her Ma-
jesty, which she heard with much grace-
fulness. The Emperor introduced me to
the King, who extended his hand and looked
at me with two large, round, surprised eyes.
Another personage, -M. de Bismarck, pleased
17 and had anour look-er.you   are worth as much as
